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With one long sigh of infinite release
Prom pedantries past, present, or to come,
I looked, and owned myself a happy Goth.
Your blood is mine, ye architects of dream,
Builders of aspiration incomplete,
So more consummate, souls self-confident,
"Who felt your own thought worthy of record
In monumental pomp!    No Grecian drop
Bebukes these veins that leap with kindred thrill,
After long exile, to the mother-tongue.

Ovid in Pontus, puling for his Kome

Of men invirile and disnatured dames

That poison sucked from the Attic bloom decayed,

Shrank with a shudder from the blue-eyed race

Whose force rough-handed should renew the world,

And from the dregs of Romulus express

Such wine as Dante poured, or he who blew

Eoland's vain blast, or sang the Campeador

In verse that clanks like armor in the charge,

Homeric juice, though brimmed in Odin's horn.

And they could build, if not the columned fane

Thaf from the height gleamed seaward many-hued,

Something more friendly with their ruder skies;

The gray spire, molten now in driving mist,

Now lulled with the incommunicable blue ;

The carvings touched to meaning new with snow,

Or commented with fleeting grace of shade;

The statues, motley as man's memory,

Partial as that, so mixed of true and false,

History and legend meeting with a kiss

Across this bound-mark where their realms confine;